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The Church No One Attends

Sophia Menconi
It starts with a hoy 1 love, searching for his third eye.
“Some say it’s right there on the back of your hand.” He laughs
like the siren of a fire truck, telling me the eye is only visible
in the split second before falling asleep. “I have also read
that it may be on the back of the head, or below the navel.”
We cross the street, passing the church
that no one attends.
He is my parish, my flock, and I know this means 1 must take him
in my hands and bury him like a pistol in the yard.
The purest form of denial, of confession, of pretending
you don’t spit out blood in the sink eveiy morning. Dirt smells like dirt smells
like dirt under my fingernails, and everything should be safe
here among the apple cores full of seeds and the roses
rooting down along the side of my house.
Women dressed all in black stare at us from the side of the road,
and I stop, and I look, and they are gone.
“Or maybe,”
he is still laughing at all of the hiding places that exist
within his own body,
“it’s like an extra tooth in the back of your
Jaw ”
. ,
.
and I kiss him to stop him from talking more.

1 can admit to moments in which 1 wanted
to devour this boy, wanted his mouth,
his hands, his ribs, all within me
safe. This boy 1 love is original sin, 1 carry him,
shielding his body with my own. I
suffer him.

And then he finds his third eye.
And it is is in his wrist.
And he has to peel back the skin to find the truth
of the thing, of the apple seed’s cyanide
pulsing through the yard.
The white bathroom tile begins to glow scarlet and the boy I love
becomes the constant flickering of lights, cabinets left open
like a yawning mouth.

This altar I have laid his body upon,
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this knowledge I keep from him and give to you:
If you are not always watching for the Devil, you deserve it
when He takes root in your jaw.

page 50

